be to lose the life that youVe preserved.  There is no safety for me in
Genoa."
"What prevents you from leaving it?"
The Angelus was ringing as she spoke. "That answers you," he
said. "The gates will be closing. I am shut in at least until tomorrow*"
Not at once did she reply. She crossed herself, and like her woman,
stood with bent head murmuring the Aves to which the bell was a
summons. Prospero bared his head and kept them company in that
prayer.
When it was done, her eyes sought his face in the dusk.
Quietly she explained herself. Into the house she dared not take
him. The infection there would strike him like a sword. One of her
seiyants lay dying of the pestilence. There remained the pavilion,
which she had used since her recovery. Even the air of that might be
tainted. Still, if in his desperate plight he chose to accept the risk, she
would not deny him; the hospitality of it was at his disposal.
"Madam," he reassured her, "I take no risk there that is not
present everywhere in Genoa."
"So be it. Come then." She led him across the ill-kempt lawns
and by yew-bordered paths past the pond where the triton gleamed
palely in the dusk, and so came at last to the steps of the temple to be
met by a rush of wings of the pigeons that descended in a cloud about
her.
"Oh, my poor birds, have I neglected you?"   She raised the lid*
of the casket and scattered grain in handfuls.   "They are more for-
tunate than you, who must go supperless to bed.   Wine we can give
you, and eggs, too.  They are safe if you will break them for yourself
But other food from that house will be as poison."
She called her woman, who had followed them, and sent her ahead
to make a light. When this had been kindled, she conducted him up
to the peristyle and into a circular chamber that was lined in coloured
marbles, paved in porphyry and furnished with that luxury suggestive
of the East as often found in Genoese houses as in patrician houses ot
Venice, the rival maritime republic. There was a divan spread with a
silken carpet from Persian looms; a table of bronze and porphyry
bore a sheaf of lilies in a crystal bowl; an arch-lute lay beside it and
some volumes bound in vellum. There were velvet chairs and a painted
bridal chest, and on a pillar of mafachite a graceful Theban Bacchus in
bronze, vine and ivy crowned, standing some two feet high.
He surveyed the place in the soft radiance from the two hanging
lamps that the woman Bona had lighted, and told himself that it was
just such a temple as he might have imagined for the divinity who
normally inhabited it.	•
Bona was dispatched to the house for those things which it was
permissible to supply him, the wine and the eggs. "And say no word
of this to Ambrogio," my lady warned the waiting-woman.
She invited Prospero to sit and take his ease.
"I need none, having found sanctuary; and in a shrine.'*
"Of a pagan god, you mean."   Her eyes swept to the laughing
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